. Ttje. 'i rageay ? 

31e winne our ancient right in Eraree againe, 

Or dyc a fouldkr as I liu’d a King, 

Glo. Short fummers likely haue a forward fpringf 
EnteryoungTorke fiajlings 3 Cardinalh 
2?#r.Now in good time,hcere comes the Duke of 2V^ 
FrinRichard of Torke hovv fares our noble brothcr: 

T/>r t W elL my deare Lord: fo mu ft I call you nov/e 
Fr in. T brother to ourgriefeas kis yours: 

Too late he died that.migbt haue kept tb is Title, 

Whichby bis death hath loftmuch maiéfty, 

Glo. How fakes our couiënnoble Lord of 
Tor. I thankeyou gentle Vncle; Omy Lord , 

You faid that idle weeds are faft in grovvth; ^ 

3 he Prince my brother hath ouer growne mefarre. 
qlo. Hee hath my. Lord-* 

Tor. Andtherefore is he idle? 

G/e. Oh my fairecoufen I muft not fay- fo» > 

Tor. Thcn he ismorebeholdingtoyoa chen li 
■ Glo. Re may command mea&my foucraigne, 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Tor. I pray you vncle giue me this Dagger. 

Glo. My Dagger little coufen,withali my hearti 

Fr in. A begger brother ? 

Tor. Of my kind Vncle that 2 knowwill giue 
Andbeingbuta toywhichisnogift'jtpgiue, 

Glo, Agreater gift then that Ile giue my coufen. ; . * 

Tor. A greater gift, O thats the Sword to ic. 

Glo. 1 géntle coufen were it light enough* 

Tor. O then 1 fee you vvill part but with Hghtgifts, 

In weightier things youle fay a begger. nay. 

Glo. It is to wcighty for your grace to weare» 

Tor. I weigh .it lightly were it heaukr. 

GU. What would you hauemy weapon-lktleLord. 
Tor. Iwould that I might thinke you as you call me« 
Glo. How ? Torke, Little* 

Frin. My L-of TV^wilI ftill becroffe in talke: 
yncïc your grace knowes howto beare with him* 

Ter.Y ou meane to beare me, not to beare with me; 
Yj3cle,my brother mockes both you and me, 

Becaufe 
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o/ Ricnam m Turnt, 

upcaufe that I am little like an Ape* 

H C thinkes that you fhould beare me one your {hotildns* 
Bm 7 -With what a Iharpe promded wit he realons* 

To mitigate the fcornehegtues his vncle, 
nretelv and aotly tannts himfelfe. 

So cunning and fo young is wondcrfull. : 

Glo. My Lo- wilt pleale you paflealong ? 

My fclfe and my go'od coufin Tackingham, 

Will co ycur mother, to'intreat of her 
To meet youat the I ower, and welcome y ou» 
r#r*Whatwil%oB go vntotheTowermy Lord; 
yrin.My Lord proteeftor will haue ic fo. 

Jor.I fhall not fleepe in quiet at theTower* 
qlo, Why what Ihould you feare ? 

Tor. Marry my vncle CUreneeingry ghoft: 

My granamtold me,he was murdred there, 
frin. I feare novnclesdead. 

*. ( 7 /( 7 . Nor none that liue,I hope. 

Tri». And ifthey liuc.I hope I need not feare. 

Butcome my Lord, withaheauy heart 
Thinkingonthem,goe I vntothe Tower. 

. Exeunt Pr in .Tor. Haïl.Dor.ManetB^Buf* 
Jtfc.Thinkeyou my L.this Jjttleprating Tor kg± 

Was not incenced by his fubtile mother, 

Totaunt and fcorne yoti thus epprobrioufly ? 

♦ Glo. No doubt,no doubt, O tis a perlous boy, 
T>old,quicke,ingeniou s,forward ,capable, 

He is all the mothers from the top to the toe* 

Itefi Well let themreft: conaehither Catesby , 

Thouart fworn as deeply toeffebi what weintend 
As cloi'elytocóncealewhat weimpart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgd vpon the way % \ 

W hat thinkeft thou,is it not an cafie matter 
To makc Wtllutm L.Waïlings of our rnind, 

For the inftalment of this nobleDuke, 

In the feate royall of this famons Ile ? 

Gat. He for his fathersfake fo loues the Prince^ 

That he will not be wonne to ought againft him. 
Sne.Wkix thinkeft thou then óf Stanley yrihit will he ? 

1 F 2 Cat , 
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